CHAPTER LV
ENGLAND
BERNARD SHAW felt that Ireland was a good place to get
out of. In London, however, his progress was not exactly
triumphal: it was slower than a snail's. This was not sur-
prising. What equipment, what weapons had he brought
with him as he drove to his mother's in his four-wheeler on
that spring day in 1876 and looked out with eager curiosity
on London for the first time ? Hardly those of a conquering
hero.
Inwardly he was shy, outwardly he was aggressive, and
socially he was all thumbs.    Poor, he had neither influence
nor prospects.    The only profession for which he was
qualified, a business one, was precisely the one from which
he had just turned and fled.    His heart and bent lay in the
arts, and he wanted to be a painter.    As an enthusiastic
dilettante and amateur he knew his way about the world
of books and music and pictures, but there was no money
in that world.    Besides, a lad whose chief qualification was
that he had saturated himself in the Bible and Shakespeare
before he was ten years old because he liked them would,
if he were wise enough to know which side his bread was
buttered, carefully withhold such damaging information
from any prospective commercial employer by whom he
might have the luck to be interviewed.    Moreover, he was
not even free: he had to fulfil the obligations of his station,
which was that of gentleman, and keep his collar and cuffs
clean and his person tidy.    At this time Mrs. Shaw still
strove to make both ends meet by giving singing lessons,
and when she opened the front door to welcome Bernard,
which she did with all a mother's love, her practical self
can have seen little in the cheerful stripling except another
mouth to be fed.    Yet the son she embraced had brought
imponderable treasures with him: a freedom from illusion;
the power to face facts; sharpened wits; the sensitive pride
of the imaginative man who is determined to fight his way
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